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The Gospel, like the Sun at noon,
Affords a glorious light;
Then (Islam's cheerless) boasted Moon
Appears no longer bright.

And Grace, not light alone bestows,
But adds a quickening power;
The desert blossoms like the rose,
And sin prevails no more.

The Mohammedan, more consistent than too many Chris-
tians, is familiar with what he takes to he the* word of God,
and treats it with a reverence which degenerates into super-
stition ; for he will not read it in a state of pollution, and writes
upon its cover," Let none touch it hut those who are purified."
The bigoted do not willingly see it in the hands of unbe-
lievers, and think it dishonoured by being printed; but the
Empress Catherine published several successive editions at
Casan, for the use of her Tartar subjects. Moslems
bestow upon it every possible ornament compatible with their
rigid notions of propriety, not only employing writers eminent
for caligraphy, but adorning the introductory pages and the
headings of chapters with the brightest colours and with gold.*
As a masterpiece of eloquence, they are not favourable to its
translation, since it must in consequence lose so much of its
attraction: still there are versions of it in Persian and Hindu-
stani which are generally interlineary. And they do not, like
Roman Catholics, object to its indiscriminate perusal. All
who have any knowledge of the language read it; passages
from it are introduced into their prayers, and add a dignity
to ordinary conversation; and the title of JoiW " Remem-
berer," is given as one of honour to those who know it
by heart. Sovereigns, as an act of devotion, have often tran-
scribed the whole volume. The copies made by the Ottoman
Sultans are kept in their sepulchral chapels, and that of the
conqueror of Constantinople is still extant. Being excluded,

* There is a copy written in 957 H. (1550 A.D.) in the Bodleian Library,
probably surpassed by none, presented to the University by the East-India Com-
pany, out of the library of Tippu Sultan.